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ON HANDS AND KNEES 


The shouts on the college campus could be 
heard throughout the city. Thousands of long-haired boys 
and pants-wearing girls were protesting against the rigid 
discipline as well as the lack of communication. It was a 
generation gap. The rioting students had locked themselves 
in the Dean's private study and were threatening to burn 
the building down. 


"I'm going to give up," Margie Stern, one of 
the more attractive students, was losing courage. ''When this 
riot is over, we're all going to be severely punished. I'm 
not going to risk expulsion.' She had just come out of her 
bathroom in the girl's dormitory. She was wearing a plaid 
colored robe. Beneath, the blonde girl wore a pair of flesh 
tinted panties, a delicate garter belt that seized her silk 
hosiery in wrinkle-free perfection. The was looking for her 
bra. "After all, Dawn," she looked at her cute room mate, 
"I've got my shole future at stake." 


Dawn Drew sucked in her breath as she took 
off the huge bath towel, shook free her pear-shaped breasts. 
The areolars were as ripe red as the color of tomato juice, 
splashed on the bottom slopes of her milky white flesh. 


"You mean you're giving in to the Establish- 
ment?' She put her hands on her dark panty-covered hips. 
She thrust forth her loins in a rather masculine gesture. 
"You can't do that! How do you expect us to win if we have 
students quitting?" 


Sensing danger, Margie backed off. She felt 
her cheeks flush at the way Dawn Drew approached her, with 
breasts glistening from her strangely acrid woman sweat. 
"I've got to quit this riot," she said in a low voice. At that 
same moment, from the outside, could be heard shouts and 
yelps that proclaimed Student Power. They wanted to get rid 
of the Dean of the college and establish a more "liberal" 
form of education. Already, the authorities had called in 
the law to try to quell the student riots. 
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"You're not going anywhere. Damn you, Mar- 
gie, if you walk out now, it serves as a bad example." She 
fenced with the blonde girl. "You're going to stay here even 
if I have to fight you and twist your arms and legs. '' 


A yelp escaped from Margie as the blonde 
girl tried to run through the door. "Keep away from me!" 
she screamed, while her nervous gestures caused her breasts 
to roll around in delicious freedom. Droplets of moisture 
trickled down the deep gorge. 


"You're staying in the dormitory until the riot 
is over." Suddenly, Dawn Drew grabbed Margie's hair. 
There were screams as the two of them went falling down on 
the student daybed. "ТІ rip your damn blonde hair from 
your stupid blonde head. YEEEEOWWWW!" 


The couch squeaked beneath their combined 
weights. 


Breasts rolled around as a fist was balled. 
Hard knuckles lashed out. A thick fist was jammed right into 
the midsection of the blonde girl's naked midriff. 


"Oh, ohhhhhh, " was a low gurgle as the blonde 
Margie rolled on the couch, her breath squeezed from her 
innards. "Ican't...' Her face turned all shades of purple 
as her hands flew upward. "Don't hit ше..." 


"Т rip your arms ой," was Dawn's snarling 
threat, now seizing the girl's wrists, trying to splay them 
apart, letting her enviously delicious breasts become spread 
and taut. "Damn you, trying to ruin our college! We have to 
make these Student Power changes or else we're sunk!"" 


UNO, no, you're ruining..." Now, the startled 
blonde Margie Stern, her shoulders pinned down, her legs 
suddenly upward in a humiliating bicycle punping motion, was 
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оп the verge of oblivion. "Let go of me...don't you...damn 
it... I'm going to pull off your panties!" 


"You keep your hands away from me...no...no 
." But Dawn could not stop the talon fingernails of Margie 
who was now ripping off her panties. The room was filled with 
a tearing sound and then it was Margie who saw that her own 
panties had been torn. 


"We're naked!" 


Instinctively, both girls tightened their upper 
thighs in a gesture of feminine modesty, endeavoring to con- 
ceal their womanhood. 


Margie was flame-faced; her blonde hair was 
all askew. 


"You cheap tart! You're going to turn me into 
a queer!" 


"You're damn right!" Now the enraged Dawn, 
trying to forget her state of absolute nudity, parted her thighs, 
lewdly exposed herself. "And now you're going to get a taste 
of bull dyke punishment!" 


"Let go of my breasts!" screamed Margie, 
now rolling around, trying to punch Dawn who was grabbing 
her nipples, twisting them cruelly. "Oh, oh...don't youtouch 
me...I'm going to..." 


Margie's hands now balled into fists and with a 
sudden jab, she punched the dark-haired girl squarely in her 
most vulnerable nudity. 


Dawn's face registered shock as she reared 
back, but she was taken aback for just a slight moment. 
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"Why, you...you..." 


Now they were slapping at one another while a 
doubled over knee was sent smashing into Dawn's naked—and 
vulnerable— midriff. 


Dawn felt all the air woosh out of her system. 
She saw the ceiling swerve. Her breasts felt swollen. She 
could feel the hair bristling. . . not only her head hair, that is. 


A flush of shame was felt by the two girls as 
they suddenly started the bestial scrapping with more fervor. 


"I'm going to spread-eagle and rape you, damn 
blonde queer." The sputtering Dawn Drew grabbed both of 
the weakening Margie's wrists, pried them apart. ''Ahhhhh, 
now I'll slam down on your middle..." 


"Don't. . . don't. . ." Margie's blue eyes opened 
wide with terror. "Please. . . you'll. . . 000000000000. .." 


Dawn's naked haunches were suddenly slammed 
down with full pelvic bone force atop Margie's exposed midriff, 
"There. . . now. . . let's. . .hear...you cry out..." Dawn kept 
slamming her naked rump, enjoying a strange sadistic power 
by punishing this blonde rebel. "I'll break every bone in your 
queer body..." 


Margie grew weak as the air was actually 
pumped right out of her loins. She could scarcely maintain 
her consciousness. She almost rolled off the bed, but Dawn 
was not going to let her get away that easily. 


"You're going to lick my..." Dawn's threat did 
not end because when the blonde girl heard of this punishment, 
she was revived. 


Blonde Margie tried to get free now, wanting 
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to run out into the hallway, to seek help. Naked and bruised, 
every part of her throbbing and aching, she still would risk 
humiliation by seeking help. 


"Get back here! We've got hundreds of kids 
roaming the hallways," grabbed Dawn, twisting the screaming 
Margie's wrist, catapulting her onto the couch, with her love- 
ly breasts rolling while her buttock gluteal muscles set up the 
most devastating dance. "We're not going to risk getting 
raped by just any baboon who's outside..." 


Now they were slapping as shock after shock of 
pain ripped through the two of them. Faces flamed. Streaks 
and fingermarks marred the otherwise porcelain purity of 
their faces. 


"Гуе got to get dut,” Margie was now flat on 
her back. "Get off..." 


Dawn tried to leap atop her in a flying hurdle 
but the blonde rebel was a quick thinker. 


Naked, with her fleshly parts splayed and open 
in the most pornographic exposure, blonde Margie bent her 
legs at the knees. 


It was a quick blur. 


She smashed her feet into Dawn's lower pelvis, 
in the soft portion of her abdominal cavity. There was a 
strangely sickening dull thud. 


Then, it was dark-haired Dawn who was air- 
wooshed. 


"Oh, oh, oh," she opened her ruby-red lips in 
a comic gesture as she SEE tried to suck in precious 
air. "I'm all broken up. 
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"I'll rip your head from your shoulders!" 


Margie had amazing powers of recuperative 
strength. She leaped atop the other girl, and in a crash, after 
they lost their balance, the two of them went smashing down 
on the floor. 


Blonde Margie grabbed one of Dawn's ankles, 
and snarled ás she cried out, 


"I'll break your leg! I'm going to smash your 
tummy and rip off your leg, damn queer girl!" 


"No. NOOOOO!" screamed the terrified Dawn 
as she felt her ankle twisted. Then, too late to avert it, she , 
saw Margie'5 high heeled shoe come smashing down in the pit 
of her stomach. A livid shock of lightning hot pain went 
through her groin: She thought she was being sliced in half. 
"Stop! Oh, please. ..рІеаѕе..." She was writhing as needle- 
sharp spasms of aches ripped through her very female core. 


Now it was Margie, the blonde would-be es- 
capee, who was victorious. 


She grabbed one of Dawn's delectable nipples, 
something that was abnormal for one woman to do to another. 


"Want me to twist this. . . 0000, it's getting too 
hard!" derisively laughed blonde Margie Stern. "Ооооо, bet 
you like it when a man does this to you. Want me to bite 
them?" 


Dawn, writhing on the floor, instinctively drew 


her thighs together. She could feel pinpricking spasms of 
humiliation. Two girls should not fondle one another like this. 


It was abnormal! 
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"No! No...don't put your mouth on my 
nipples..." She raised both fists and tried to punch the blonde 
girl but Margie was agile and she knew just how to avert her. 
"No. . . 0000. . . your mouth is so wet, so warm...0000, don't 
suck my nipples. . . I don't want to be queer..." 


Margie did not know what possessed her as she 
mouthed the other girl's generous nipples, her tongue flicking 
across the rocky granite. 


Margie's mouth suckled noisily, adding an 
audible embarrassment to the oral lovemaking of this queer 
situation. 


"Get off...0000..." 


But Dawn did not want to go all the way. She 
felt a familiar gnawing in her very core. There was the re- 
sultant twitching and before the girl could control herself, she 
knew the humiliating spasms would occur. 


The spasms and the supercharge of vitality that 
would shoot through her pelvis during a more normal lovemak- 


ing session with some hot football player. But this was with a 
girl... 


With a sudden impetus of power, Dawn doubled 
one knee, then sent it smashing in Margie's groin. 


That broke the nipple sucking. 
"Oh, just you wait...T’Il...T1l..." 


Blonde Margie Stern was sputtering as she 
reared up on her knees, then she grabbed Dawn's ankles. 


"I'm going to drag you all over the room. I'll 
break your damn back, if you don't let me alone..." 
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The two girls were now oozing sweat... 


They felt the acrid odor of the confinement. It 
could have been as primitive as a Roman arena in which brut- 
ish lesbian Amazons battled one another for the depraved 
enjoyment of the cruel leaders. But this was not a Roman 
arena. 


This was in modern times and in a so-called 
modern university. 


"I'll crack your head..." But Margie spoke too 
soon. No sooner had she gone on top of Dawn than the dark- 
„haired girl grabbed her breast, twisted the nipple. 


"Owwwwww! My nipple... you're gonna rip it 
off..." Tears of flooding shame coursed down her cheeks. 
"Let go of me or I'll ram my fist in your..." 


The two were'now smashing bare knuckles, 
breaking and mauling one another. 


Now it was the dark-haired Dawn who had the 
upper hand; she wrenched the blonde girl by the hair, dragged 
her screaming nude body all over the room. 


"My head!" screamed Margie as she tried to 
get free, while her limbs were as helpless as a rag doll. "My 
head! You're ripping off..." 


"II rip off your big boobs, too! Then I'll stuff 
them in your mouth, you blonde tramp!" She smashed one 
heel deep in the pit of Margie's already bruised tummy, pro- 
voking her to making all sorts of yelps and exclamations of 
hurt. 


The two were so exhausted, it was a miracle 
that either of them could continue. 


ON HANDS AND KNEES 


When Dawn tried to turn, she caught her high 
heel in the rug and went smashing down atop Margie's vibrant 
and warm body. She was enraged. 


"Now, you're going to get the finishing touches," 
and brought her elbow in the pit of the blonde girl's stomach. 
"Want to run out on me, eh? You're not going to be able to 
run out on us, are you?" 


They were both glazed with a sheen that made 
their fleshly parts shine as they lay in a slump. 


That was how they were found when, moments 
later, the door opened and in came a pair of bearded hippie 
boys. ''Hev—lookit this. A real party. Come on, we're having 
some fun.' They locked the door and now the girls would learn 
the full power of rioting. 


THE END 
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